“HARLEM AX 


-FRIENDSED 


Vol. 2, No. 8, Jan., 


1943 Without Interracial Justice 


Sacial Justice Will Fail « 


New York, N. Y., 5 Cents 


BLESSED MARTIN IN HARLEM 


Harlem. How its memories haunt 
me! Its bursting streets. Its dirty 
streets. Its houses filled with laugh- 
ing people. (They laugh in Harlem 
always—if but to bury sorrow.) Its 
houses filled with pictures of the 
Lord. Its scores of big and little 
churches. Its corner speakers. Its 
rows of stores, and night clubs, and 
saloons. Its earnest groups. Its chil- 
dren swarming everywhere, thin, 
ragged, shouting children. 


I have gone far from Harlem; and 
i am Harlein-haunted. I think con- 
stantly of Harlem, and of its hope, 
its champion, Blessed Martin. How 
can I remember Harlem and not re- 
member him? This Blessed Martin, 
Child of a Spanish father and a 
Negro mother, this Dominican lay 
brother who died three hundred 
years ago or so, this wizard blessed 
of Heaven who still performs his 
miracles of grace, must have, I think, 
a special love for Harlem. 

He has strewn his many wonders 
throughout America, wonders I have 
read about, or heard of from close 
friends — and some of which I’ve 
seen. But, it seems to me, he makes 
his home in Harlem. Yet there are 
thousands there who do not know 
him! I remember a night when Jane 
O'Donnell and Ellen Tarry, who 
worked in Friendship House, took 
me to a flat in Harlem — and urged 
me on to talk of Blessed Martin. 

There were four people there, four 
Negroes who had never heard of him. 
And Jane and Ellen hoped, through 
me, to make them friends of his. 
They knew he had done many favors 
for me—curing friends of mine from 
illness, getting jobs for them, getting 
taxicabs for me in blacked-out Lon- 
don when there were no cabs for hire 
on the streets, keeping fellow corre- 
spondents from all danger. 


I talked, once under way, for pos- 
sibly an hour, and found but skepti- 
cism in the four who listened. I was 
a gifted liar, they thought or else a 
stupid fook, Or else I made too nuch 


by Eddie Doherty 


Reporter, Chicago Sun; Author of Gall ard Honey 


of pure coincidence. 

A man was sick. He prayed to 
Martin and recovered. He would have 
got well anyhow, in time. A woman 
had a house she could not sell. She 
talked to Blessed Martin and the 
house was sold. So what? A house is 


bound to find a buyer soon or late. 
And taxis, in the blackout and the 
fog, that stopped when Martin called 


Martin de Porres 
help us 
+ to be+ 
humble 


them — and never stopped for any 
of my pals — it might be so. But 
the story sounded thin, And then the 
one about the woman cured of can- 
cer! That couldn't be, that simply 
couldn’t be. 


“All right,” I said—and I unwrap- 
ped a relié, a tiny bone that once was 
part of Blessed Martin’s forearm, a 
relic that once gave a child a whole 
new lung in place of one he’d punc- 
tured—“All right, Pll let you prove 
the truth of what I’ve told you. Each 
of you take this relic, and talk to 
my frieud Martin. Ask him what you 
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will—so long as what you will is 
decent. Ask him for what you need. 
I guarantee you'll get it. I absolutely, 
positively guarantee it.” 

They held the relic, each of them 
in turn, still skeptical, still thinking 
me a liar; held it through politeness 
only, the politeness of the Negro that 
is above the courtesies of other races; 
the natural politeness of a gracious 
people. They held it, said a prayer— 
or made a wish—in silence, and gave 
it back to me. 

The sequel of the story comes from 
Ellen Tarry: 

“The woman went upstairs to her 
apartment, a little curious about the 
things you told her, but not con- 
vinced of course. She is a brilliant 
woman and she knew that miracles 
just do not happen. But her head 
ached terribly, and there was no 
remedy at hand except recourse to 
Blessed Martin. 

“So she talked to him, ‘Martin de 
Porres, if you’re all the things that 
white man claims for you, relieve me 
of this headache.’ She went to bed 
then and slept soundly until morning. 
She woke refreshed and thought of 
Martin. But she would not give him 
credit. That was no miracle, that 
peaceful healing sleep. It was coin- 
cidence. 


“*Blessed Martin, I haven’t seen 
my niece in many months. I have lost 
track of her. I'd like to see her. She 
may be in New Jersey somewhere, or 
up-state New York, or Pennsylvania. 
Find her and bring her here, then 
maybe Ill believe there’s really some- 
thing to you.’ 

“She scarcely had done talking thus 
when the bell rang and a hand beat 
on the door. And when she opened, 
there was her niece with arms ex- 
tended and a smile upon her face. 

“Two of the men who touched your 
relic were red-caps in the Pennsyl- 
vania depot. And they were worried 
because of the new system that ended 
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AT THE CROSSROADS OF DESTINY 


We are today engaged in a Global War. A war that 
is being waged for the primary and fundamental prin- 
ciples of our Faith. For the enemy has challenged us 
in the very essence of our being. Denying the natural 
law, and ensuing from it, the dignity of man; the indi- 
visibility and integrity of the family, as the basic unit 
of society; rejecting utterly the very crux of our be- 
liefs, the two Commandments that encompass the Ten, 
as well as the Doctrine of the Mystical Body of Christ— 
the enemy is out for conquest . . . not only of empires, 
but of men’s souls and minds. 

These are by God’s ordinance the domain of the 
Church. Thus, in the realm of the spiritual the Church 
is challenged, too. .The Hierarchy, custodians of God’s 
Word, accept this challenge, as they have done since 
Peter, Christ’s Apostle. Uncompromisingly they stand 
by the eternal and immutable laws of God, answering, 
teaching them — in season and out of season, always 
ready to die for them. 

But what of the Catholic Laity, who are the living 
answers of the Hierarchy before the World? Bishops, 
Priests, Religious are ready and will die again and again 
— glorious, heroic, sublime deaths for their Faith, as 
they have done innumerable times in the past. Yet the 
world at large will be convinced of their claims only 
when Catholics, obedient to the grace of God and the 
teachings of the Church, will at least try to integrate 
this their Faith into their everyday life. 

Consciously, or unconsciously, the world and America 
expects leadership from the Catholics of their lands. 
Uncompromising leadership, lofty, spiritual leadership 
that will lessen the terrible burden on humanity's 
shoulders, Men’s souls are awakening everywhere. No 
matter what their denominations might have been, nor 
their former attitudes to organized religion. They crave 
the Truth and the Light of the God of life and death, 
for they move in the stygian darkness of world black- 
outs, amidst thousands of lies of diabolic propaganda. 
Hell has no greater hatred than the souls of men be- 
trayed in that hunger for eternal values and the Cath- 
olics are facing just that type of men. It behooves them 
then to remember that to them too Christ said, “Go 
you and teach all nations,” and that, therefore, they hold 
in their sinful hands the souls of these men... 

Among them the Negro stands . . . a giant, dwarfing 
everyone around ... AT THE CROSSROADS OF THIS 
DESTINY. As yet he stands alone, Listening. Asking. 
Silence surrounds him. The Hierarchy, father of all 
men, have answered him again and again, but their 
words remain untranslated into realities by the vast 
majority of Catholics and thus either fail to convince 
the Negro, or even reach him . . . so his eyes continue 
straining into the darkness. Looking for help. As far 
as they can see, the horizon is empty... 

Slowly ... reluctantly . . . the Negro is beginning to 
turn his face to the wilderness from whence many 
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voices are calling to him . . . subversive, destructive 
voices, peddling hate and bitterness, whispering of re- 


-venge and blood. As yet his turning is half complete 


. a little time yet... and it will 
be too late. 

We have proclaimed that we are fighting for THE 
BROTHERHOOD OF MAN UNDER THE FATHER- 
HOOD OF GOD. The Negro, just by standing there 
silently, will challenge our assertions . . . for Catholics 
in their majority, have not yet accepted him FULLY 
and DE FACTO into that Mystical Brotherhood. 

DEMOCRACY ... ITS FOUR FREEDOMS ... ITS 
CONSTITUTION. The Negro, just standing there, 
silently will challenge our assertions . . . for he and his 
thirteen million brothers in America have as yet had 
little or none of the benefits of Democracy. 

AND AGAINST THE UNHOLY, UNJUST, UN- 
CHRISTIAN RACIAL THEORIES OF THE TOTALI- 
TARIAN STATES. The Negro, just by standing there, 
silently will challenge our assertions. For he is living 
proof that we practice the same, unchristian, unjust, 
undemocratic, unholy theories on him .. . 

Lay Catholics of America, yours is the answer, to the 
Negro’s quest for the Truth, Light and Justice of God. 
God has spoken, by dying on Calvary to make all men 
brothers. The Church repeats His Word daily at the 
Sacrifice of the Mass. The Hierarchy has proclaimed 
the eternal principles of God, constantly, faithfully, un- 
tiringly. But you, who have free will, God’s greatest 
gift to man . . . what will your answer be? For it is 
up to you to translate God’s Commandments into the 
realities of life... 

The Negro is at the cross roads of his destiny, and 
he is bound also to the destinies of the whole world. Will 
you stand by him, in America, as your sons and 
brothers are standing by him and his brethren thru the 
whole world .. . or will you let him wander into the 
arms of the wilderness where there is no Light . . . no 
Truth . . . no God?? The challenge is at your feet. 


so very little... 


Answer now. Tomorrow may be too late .. . 


















SEMPER FIDELIS 


We’re in this war—win - lose - or draw 
The fight is ours, too, 

Accept from us—America 

The work we want to do. 






We don’t complain—we don’t give in— 
Although the road is rough 

We're seasoned for the battle 

‘Cause we’ve always had it tough. 




















We don’t expect celestial thrones 
Nor do we want a gift 

We only ask that we be free 

To give the land a lift. 


So off to battle we will go 

To fight until the end 

No matter what the task assigned 
Our dark-skinned backs will bend. 


We want our homes America 
To have a future bright 

We want that talked of liberty 
We too must see the light. 


























—Maurice Mahon 


Former C.Y.O. Junior Counsellor 
Now in Defense Work 
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CHICAGO HOUSE 


by Ann Harrigan 


Well — the Casita is well on its 
way to being finished! Casita de 
Porres is the “little” house at 305 
East 43rd Street (in contrast to the 
“big” house at 309) and it is our 
Youth Center. Dot, Bernard, David, 
Marge, Mary Alice, Eula, Marcella, 
Henry, and others picked the name 
and then gave me “orders” for paint, 
oils, brushes, etc. . . for they planned 
to have Mexican and Negro murals. 
Practically any night in December, 
even Saturdays and Sundays, you 
could see them, brushes in hand, 
smocked and paint-smeared, execut- 
ing their portions of the wall pictures 
—donkeys, “dobe huts, mountain 
mesas, caballeros. Some day, too, per- 
haps Mary Lou (a high school soph 
with lots of talent) will again lend 
her artistic talents to FH to do a 
little mural of a colored lad dream- 
ing of Blessed Martin. All the shades 
of the rainbow were painted on the 
furniture. The piano is bright blue, 
tables are green and red, the book- 
case is orange, chairs all colors. And 
we have a juke box! Thanks be to 
God... and Bishop Sheil! 

But then came the days of regis- 
tering. Over 118 children signed up 
for our dancing, wood-work, sewing, 
play, xeligion and other groups. 
Blessed Martin still holds his pro- 
tecting hand over us for our volun- 
teers, despite the other calls of the 
holiday season, kept right on coming 
—and to them we can only doff our 
hats in admiration of such cheerful 
sacrifice. 

Holidays—and holy days—bring joy 
to our neighbors and us. Friends 
showered gifts on us—toys, clothes, 
games, prizes of all kinds for our 
Casita. Willie Howard gave us two 
precious Christmas trees and a créche 
for both places. Fr. Buck and his 
Notre Dame Sodality brought boxes 
of beautifully wrapped toys and 
clothes. The Poor Clares sent us 
lovely shining chains, medals, crosses, 
statues, folding cribs — and many 
other gifts besides. Sr. Gabriel’s so- 
ciology class brought in eye-taking 
gifts all wrapped in bright green and 
silver and red and gold. From Sr. 
Marie’s school came more games, 
books, toys . . . until the Casita and 
the Big House were bulging with 
boxes and packages large and small. 

Meantime, a shivering, hungry man 
comes in to be fed and warmed and 
helped; seminarians drop in from 
St. Francis and are put to work; 
Charlie Thompson and _ Richard 


Francis of Harlem and St. John’s, 
Minnesota, stop by and are set to cut 
linoleum. Mike Barrett gives us a 
couple of dollars for ice-cream for 
the party. Ever faithful Bernard is 
our Santa... and a cheerful, kindly 
Santa he was, I’m sure. For then. . . 
in the midst of all these gay, frenzied 
preparations, I was suddenly called 
home on an urgent errand. So I left 
in a hurry, very reluctantly, as now 
Ellen and Mildred would have to 
shoulder the whole job by themselves 

. and of all times in the year, this 
was one time when I didn’t want to 
be away. But I had a real Christmas 
present—the kind only the Lord can 
give—for the seemingly iron-clad di- 
agnosis of illness proved false—and 
then, too, Ellen and Mildred did a 
swell job in the true Friendship 
House spirit of giving. Thus remind- 
ing every one of God’s goodness to 
us in sending into the world His only 
begotten Son, to show us what should 
be the measure of our giving. 
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all the tips the travelers gave them; 
the new regime that gave the railroad 
company a dime a suitcase and the 
porters what was left. Some of their 
friends had tried to cheat the com- 
pany, and had been brought up on 
the carpet and discharged. And there 
were spotters everywhere that made 
a man uneasy. There was no justice 
in this system. A porter’s word was 
without weight against a spotter’s 
accusation. 

“They talked to Martin, though 
they thought it silly. They talked to 
him through mere politeness—think- 
ing they owed you that much for 
your hour’s talking. And when they 
went to work next day, the system 
had been changed, their discharged 
friends had been rehired, and spot- 
ters were no longer on the payroll. 

“The other man, the Harvard grad- 

(Continued on Page 4) 


THE BARONESS JOTS IT DOWN 

Rationing is in the air. Last Sun- 
day, you remember it, it was so sunny 
and lovely in Central Park, the snow 
had come during the night, and now 
made all things white and new, like 
Christ did 1942 years ago just by 
lying there an Infant in a stable. 
Well, as I was saying, last Sunday 
the four of us who like hiking, Nancy, 
Belle, Eleanor and I, were walking 
thru that white park, and talking 
about rationing . . . Until now it 
practically had not touched Friend- 
shop House Staff Workers and their 
many friends, who dropped in for 
their simple meals, we decided. . . . 

Now let us see, said I, who had 
been at Friendship House longest, 
which is as it should be since I 
started it ten years ago. Let me see 

Butter, now we seldom have 
butter, just for breakfast a__ little, 
never for any other meal . . . and 
we are quite used to oleomargarine, 
too . . . we have had it often thru 
the ten years . . . so butter rationing 
will not worry us. 

How about meat? Nancy said .. . 
everyone laughed, that was a long 
standing joke in Friendship House 
... The spinsterly Lady who wanted 
to know (why we never found out) 
if we abstained on Fridays . . . and 
laughingly she was told that the first 
year of our existence in Harlem we 
had meat maybe eight, maybe ten 
times in all the twelve months, now 
it was about twice a week . . . No, 
meat rationing did not bother us 

. we could afford only the very 
cheapest cuts anyhow, so it might 
even help... 


Sugar? Well the rationing supplied 
it fine, we somehow had enough for 
our friends, maybe, because other 
friends brought us their ration, those 
who had given up sugar, for instance 
Coffee, now, ah . . . there we hit the 
nail on the head . . . Coffee we were 
missing it terribly . . . it had been so 
cozy ... to give our friends, the 
poor, a cup of coffee, but no more 
. . . perhaps you, dear friend, who 
never drinks coffee would send us 
your ration allowance of same... . 
It would be so nice of you . . . then 
we could be cozy again. 

No! We all decided, rationing was 
not going to hurt us, but high prices 
and the scarcity of all goods such as 
exist now . . . have hurt us already 


. vegetables and fruit are getting 
out of our sight fast . . . They would 
on $2.00 per day for 30 meals a 
day (15 at each sitting and sometimes 


(Continued on Page 4) 





i 
? 


HARLEM FRIEND 


HIP HOUSE NEWS 


EERE TS 


HARLEM STAFF REPORTER 
by N. J. G. 


Even to such a humble, small thing 
as Friendship House News, 1943 
brings a change. Belle Bates will no 
longer be your Staff Reporter as she 
finds the Social Service Department, 
her true love, consuming all her time. 
So, HAPPY NEW YEAR, everyone. 
May 1943 bring you many blessings, 
and may we all together grow in love 
of God and our neighbor and spend 
ourselves in promoting His justice on 
earth. 

Christmas at Friendship House .. . 
a gay, exciting, busy time. High- 
lights the children’s ecstatic 
faces when “Doc” dressed as Santa 
distributed the beautiful gifts the 
Junior class at New Rochelle College 
gave this year . . . never did they 
receive such wonderful presents. 
Marie in the Clothing Room unpack- 
ing boxes fifteen hours a day, loading 
down the arms of the endless stream 
of men, women and children whose 
only gifts were second-hand ones. 
Belle busy about food baskets and a 
hundred other things. Kathleen and 

Jeanor planning for the children’s 
parties, sewing on costumes for their 
play, far into the night. Josephine, 
our lovely new Negro Staff Worker 
from Philadelphia, filling Madonna 
Flat with the fragrance of Turkey, 


a gift from a Volunteer. Walter, high - 


on a step-ladder, trimming Christmas 
trees. Flewey decorating the Library 
window with the Crib, tenderly plac- 
ing each figure in its place. And the 
Baroness, busy every minute ; 
here, there, everywhere . . . laughing, 
and talking and entertaining the new 
visitors and the old friends home on 
vacation from Seminaries and schools. 

And what makes Friendship House 
glow with such happiness at Christ- 
mas time? Your gifts of clothing, 
food and money, dear friends . . . 
the overflowing of your generosity 
..+ your gifts to Christ in the Negro. 
For, without you, there would be no 
Christmas at Friendship House. So, 
thank you each, thank you all. At 
Midnight Mass each of us prayed to 
the Christ Child especially for you. 

If you find us slow in thanking you 
for your donations, please forgive us. 
The Baroness and I are housecleaning 
in each department, one by one, be- 
fore she goes to Chicago again, and 
the duty of the moment being the 
duty of God, other things must wait 
a little. But in the meantime, you 
can hear our hearts singing “thank 
you” all day long. 
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20) rice, canned goods, evaporated 
milk (poor man’s milk they call it 
in Harlem) all have either disap- 
peared or are hard to get . . . Meals 
were really, truly getting slenderiz- 
ing, to say the least .. . and we all 
have been wondering just a little. . 


What to do? Well, there was noth- 
ing that we could do . . . for our 
friends the Negroes were even worse 
off than we... All this hoarding... 
buying up hurts the poor so. . . No, 
there was something we could do... 
we could pray ... we did... we 
could tell you... we are... 

So the walk was finished .. . in 
the white. glory of the snow . . ..and 
with the Infant birthday in_ our 
minds ... The meals are stil] skimpy 
at FH .: . but we have done all WE 
could . . .,PRAYED AND ASKED. 

We want to rent another store... 
Yea...I know... it is rank foolish- 
ness to do so in the midst of war and 
mounting taxes... Perhaps... but 
there is mounting juvenile delin- 
quency, too . . . We want to start a 
little Tots Club . a Friendship 
House Kindergarten . . . they are so 
precious, these little tots of ours. 
Their bigger brothers and _ sisters 
mind them all day ... and they 
themselves are about 10—12 years 
old . . . so we want them to have 
peace of mind, and their parents, too, 
and we want the tots to have a place 
of their own . . . with crayons and 
vividly colored paper to cut things 
out of .. . With a hot lunch at noon, 
instead of the pickle their guardians 
share with them, with a lick or two 
off their lollypop ... Yes there is a 
store to rent next to ours... and it 
is only $30.00 a month . . . we must 
sign a lease for a year... Who would 
like to guarantee us that store .. . 
$30.00 a month there are 12 
months in a year . . that means 
30 x 12 equals $360.00 . . . Only three 
hundred sixty dollars for 50 tots in 
a cozy room, warm and safe under 
the eyes of the Infant Jesus . 
will someone donate us His statue, 


too . . . yes, for that store that we 
have not got yet... 


Ss 
Return to Frrenpsuip House 
34 West 135th St., New York, N. Y. 
Return Postage Guaranteed 
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uate, the pompous Ph.D., the one who 

told you he believed in nothing su- 

pernatural, who had no superstitions, 

hunches, or religious notions—that 

man was sore in need of money and, 
must have it quickly. He could not. 
borrow and he would not beg. He 

would have pawned the clothes he 

wore, but that would bring him little. 

He went reluctantly to Martin, telling 

himself that it was childish, asking 

himself, ‘Well, what have I to lose? 

This Martin will not answer me, of 

course, and I can prove that white 

man was a liar; for he guaranteed 

that Martin would not fail me. He 

will not answer, Or he will. And if 

he does, then I shall rr money. 

In either case I win.” \ % 


“The more he thought About the 
problem, the more confused he was 
to pray or not to pray. That was the 
question. His gambling heart induced 
his brain to listen. It was long odds 
that Martin would not answer. A ten 
to one shot at the least. But worth 
his last thin dime to play. He always 
played the long shots — out of des- 
peration, hoping against reason one 
of them would pay. This was his 
weakness, gambling against odds, not 
only on the ponies but on the num- 
bers, too, the lottery of Harlem. 

“He kissed his dime goodbye and 
said a prayer to Martin. ‘Give me a 
number, Martin, that will pay real 
dough. I never won a penny on the 
numbers. If you can win jack for me, 
you’re OK, and I'll believe in God. 
If you can’t, well I'll be busted clean 
—and prove you are a phoney.’ 

“For the first time in his life, he 
was a winner. His number paid him 
ninety-séven dollars.” 

Yes, I am Harlem-haunted, Harlem 
hungry. And I am far from Harlem, 
yet, at times, when I remember inci- 
dents like these, I catch a glimpse or 
two of Blessed Martin, tramping 
through his happy-hunting grounds 
in quest of new friends who need 
favors, in search of men and women 
who should know and love him. 

[ catch a glimpse or two of him; 
and I am happy. 


Sec. 562 P. L. & R. 
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